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With the new nursery-tales of science.
What profits me, though doubt by doubt9
As nail by nail, be driven out,
When every new one, like the last,
Still holds my coffin-lid as fast ?
Would I find thought a moment's truce,
Give me the young world's Mother Goose
With life and joy in every limb,
The chimney-corner tales of Grimm !

Our dear and admirable Huxley
Cannot explain to me why ducks lay.
Or, rather, how into their eggs
Blunder potential wings and legs
With \yill to move them and decide
Whether in air or lymph to glide.
Who gets a hair's-breadth on by showing
That Something Else set all agoing ?
Farther and farther back we push
From Moses and his burning bush ;
Cry, " Art Thou there ? "    Above, below,
All Nature mutters yes and no !
'T is the old answer: we 're agreed
Being from Being must proceed,
Life be Life's source.   I might as well
Obey the meeting-house's bell,
And listen while Old Hundred pours
Forth through the summer-opened doors,
From old and young.    I hear it yet,
Swelled by bass-viol and clarinet,
While the gray minister, with face
Radiant, let loose his noble bass.